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THE  TEMPEST 

As  in  a  Watteau  fete  of  rose  and  silver  blue, 
The  intense  colors  lift  the  dreamy  world 
Into  a  sharper  vision  than  it  knew, 
The  graceful  figures  vast  in  miniature 

And  deepens  overhead  the  delicate,  sweeping  azure. 

So  in  the  cold  and  limpid  morning  air, 

When  but  a  hint  of  sun  was  felt,  we  breathed  the  storm, 

Companioned  by  young  light.   It  touched  the  warm, 

Half-sleeping  flowers.   Unseen,  but  everywhere 

We  felt  the  tempest's  uncreated  form 

Gathering  its  might.  Its  bright  and  nervous  flare. 

See  how  its  silver  hand  unveils  the  clouds! 

And  the  soul's  solitude  in  anger  wakes 

The  waving  revery  of  grass,  and  whispering  shakes 

The  airy  heavens  into  the  drifting  lakes 

While  rain  falls  gently  from  the  savage  eyes. 

And  silken-sharp  the  dazzling  thunder  falls 
Upon  the  startled  land.  The  rising,  falling  dart 
Sudden  and  piercing  in  the  summer's  heart. 
And  while  from  tree  to  tree  the  voice  of  fire  calls, 

The  unleashed  tempest  shakes  the  garden  walls. 


[i] 


THE  OLD  HOUSE 

If  but  this  reticent  house  would  speak, 

If  but  its  formal  dignity 

Would  open  to  the  sky,  its  trance  forsake, 

If  but  the  dawn  would  break,  the  shadows  flee, 

If  in  the  ancient  churchyard  miles  away 

The  tombs  discover  what  was  locked  from  day. 

I  walked  the  ancient  house  and  sought  a  key 
To  open  chambers  where  the  dead  had  slept, 
A  faded  portrait  guarded  memory, 
And  a  wide  staircase  its  close  secret  kept; — 
And  none  above,  below,  no  living  men 
Knew  how  to  breathe  that  name  again. 

But  sweet  the  unnamed  Presence  everywhere, 

Reflections  of  that  bright  admired  hair 

Stream  in  the  buried  grass, 

From  overseas  the  fatal  footsteps  pass, 

Sad,  drawn  across  the  treacherous  wastes  toward  home; — 

No  more,  no  more,  you  roam. 

But  point  your  spell  to  the  old  house  again 

Where  the  three  aged  sisters  congregate, 

The  Mistresses  of  Fate 

Who  walked  the  house,  who  paced  the  narrow  street, 

Through  storm,  through  rain,  through  wind,  through  heat 

Reservedly  and  gravely,  pensively, 

In  the  rich  dress  of  an  old  century. 

Who  shed  the  final  tears,  who  spun  the  fatal  thread, 

And  all  your  unlived  years  inherited. 
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THE  WINTER  ROSE 

The  winter  rose  I  saw 
On  its  thin  stem  of  glass 
Shattered  upon  the  grass, 
Slain  by  its  secret  flaw. 

Red  tarnished  into  grey 
Recalls  its  world  anew, 
How  its  bright  spectre  flew 
From  endless  blue  to  blue 
Into  an  azure  day. 

Still,  still,  its  beauties  lost, 
Despised,  unloved,  forsaken 
Can  charm  the  dawn  to  waken 
In  an  arrested  frost. 

But  ashen  hues  suffice 

(The  long  ignominy 

Of  inert  memory) 

Who  stemmed  from  that  great  tree, 

That  flamed  with  fire  and  ice. 

Where  is  that  look  of  fire  ? 
Form,  fragrance,  height,  and  hue 
The  flame's  expiring  blue, 
Life's  thin  electric  wire? 

Midsummer  eves  will  dress 
Your  elegaic  dream, 
Caught  in  a  moving  stream 
Of  unborn  loveliness, 
The  dead  will  rise  and  bless! 
[3] 


SILENT  PURSUIT 

Light  finger  to  their  lips  the  flying  hours, 

Whisper  "adieu,  adieu."  Silence  alone  pursues; — 

Pursues  alone  your  singing,  dancing  hours 

That  fly  like  childhood's  dream,  dissolve  like  morning  dew. 

Small  hours  fragile  against  rock,  children  of  Time, 
How  fresh  upon  my  threshold  fell  your  glances, 
Happy  the  voices  in  that  immortal  prime 
When  all  was  star-lit  eyes  and  love-locked  dances. 

I  saw  your  grass-green  baskets  full  of  flowers, 

But  in  a  world  so  rich  ignored  each  gift 

Wild  on  the  tranquil  day  descended  storm  and  showers, 

And  in  each  golden  lute  the  forced  note,  the  fatal  rift. 

Shattered  each  lute,  scattered  the  brook-clear  laughter, 
Only  the  errant  gold  the  closed  eyes'  inner  dark 
Lingering,  sighing,  flies.  Recall  O  Time  each  son,  each 

daughter, 
Who  run  to  islands  where  lost  ships  embark. 


[4] 


THE  SPEAKING  GLASS 

Mirror  that  day  by  day 

Counts  off  her  flowers  of  light,  her  sad  and  gay, 

Warm  hour  and  dying  hour, 

All  that  she  is  and  was 

Reflected  in  that  speaking  glass. 

Her  flowering  days  decline, 

But  on  your  glitter  left  their  unquiet  sign ; — 

The  voice,  the  word  unheard, 

Gathered  into  glass  as  in  a  silver  bowl 

The  record  of  a  face,  the  portrait  of  a  soul. 

The  ardent  life  that  in  her  prime 

Made  of  this  lady's  name  a  ringing  chime, 

Filling  the  nervous  room 

With  lustre  scattered  on  indifferent  air 

Snared  in  the  glass,  imprisoned  there. 

One  day  by  you  foreseen, 

The  end,  the  final  vision  in  reflected  scene, 

Took  place  as  you  foretold, 

That  day  a  sharp  and  cold  wind  blew, 

And  the  familiar  world  changed  hue. 

The  lady's  face  frozen,  the  white  hands  lying, 
Useless,  bloodless,  inert,  as  if  they  had  done  denying 
That  all  was  changing  there. 
Mirrored  world,  your  task  is  done 
Remember  all,  tell  all,  be  heard  of  none. 
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THE  SIBYLS 

The  slow  and  ill-used  blood 

Receives  their  warning,  first 

Daughters  of  night,  borne  on  the  flood 

Of  foam-grey  tears. 

The  slothful,  creeping  years 

Feel  them  in  loss,  in  thirst, 

In  every  fading  hair 

Grey  as  the  ebbing  sea. 

I  hear  them  sing  to  me, 
The  sibyls,  hollow-eyed, 
Rising  from  the  sinking  tide, 
Of  fruitful  life,  of  hope. 
Now  at  the  throat  the  rope 
Pulls,  and  will  draw  away 
The  flowering  tree. 
Till  all  is  desert  land, 
Where  no  good  angels  stand. 

Face  them,  the  banned  of  God, 

Whose  timeless  feet  possess 

This  shifting,  falling  sod. 

Whose  dim  voices  speak 

Only  when  hearts  break — 

What  the  past  was  they  know, 

And  what  the  future  is,  you  gazing  guess. 

Their  curse  drops  in  the  sea, 
Faint  as  their  malediction  falls  the  sun 
On  work  left  but  half-done. 
Constricted  heart  plagued  by  eternity 
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That  only  fears  and  grieves 
To  see  the  slow  Book  unpaged, 
Never  the  thirst  assuaged. 

The  great-eyed  sibyl's  stare 
(Seaweed  on  thinning  hair) 
Unspoken  imprecations  in  her  gaze 
On  me  and  all  my  days, 
Joined  by  her  gaunt  sisters,  they 
Gather  the  gifts  I  cast  away, 
Weaving  them  into  wreaths 
Of  many-twisted  deaths. 
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SONG  FOR  ANOTHER  CAESAR 

At  what  price  was  victory  bought, 

With  penetration?  wisdom?  strength? 

Mastering  Time  its  length  and  depth? 

No,  captured,  caught  when  most  unsought, 

Now  on  a  bed  of  roses  sighing 

(The  restless  heart) 

In  uneasy  ease  is  lying 

(Restless  heart) 

On  a  bed  of  roses  sighing. 

With  what  armies  have  you  fought  ? 
With  what  great  commanders  served? 
In  pitched  battles  wounded,  taut 
With  what  fervor  turned  your  eyes 
To  the  high  ungained  prize  ? 
Derided,  anguished,  ill,  distraught, 
Unloved,  unaided,  unobserved, 
You  kept  the  field  and  held  the  ground, 
Heard  the  drums  of  honor  sound 
(Restless  heart) 
Unrejoicing,  restless,  flying, 
On  a  bed  of  roses  sighing. 

Good  fortune  on  slow  tiptoe  comes, 
Brings  what  you  have  most  desired, 
All  that  youth's  wild  fancy  fired, 
Unearthly  berries,  moon-drenched  plums, 
Images  of  love,  toil  done — 
The  great  good  place,  hard-earned,  well-won, 
Why  still  distressed  ?  still  striving  ?  crying  ? 
(Restless  heart) 
On  a  bed  of  roses  sighing. 
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Warmly,  warmly,  the  quick  globe 
Runs  before  your  questioning  eyes. 
Joy  now  blossoms  in  your  clime — 
Fair  the  weather,  ripe  the  time. 
Love  expands  the  narrow  room, 
Flies,  but  gilds  the  topmost  trees 
Murmuring  of  felicities, 
Defies  the  shadow  of  the  tomb ; 
Still  falls  unrest  deep-rooted,  flying, 
(Restless  heart) 
On  a  bed  of  roses  sighing. 
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THE  SOUNDLESS  ROOM 

Eternity  too  long  have  I 

Lived  in  your  damp  and  soundless  room 

Where  the  heart  chills,  and  the  tears  dry 

And  all  things  light  and  lovely  lie 

Consumed  in  piercing  memory, 

Slight  flowers  thrown  on  a  weighted  tomb. 

Lost  in  that  pit  where  patience  lies 
In  iron  weight,  where  pitch  and  slime 
Water  the  monstrous  bloom  of  time, 
The  flowers  of  pain  whose  clime 
No  healing  water  knows, 
Dark  into  silence  flows. 

Rise  from  the  depths,  pale  sleeper  rise; — 

And  let  the  living  rain  pour  through 

The  marble  gravity,  let  dew, 

Let  morning,  noon,  and  evening  blue 

Restore  your  weary  eyes, 

Your  evening  eyes  renew. 


[10] 


THE  ROSE,  THE  FOUNTAIN,  THE  MIRROR 

See  how  my  fountain  in  atumnal  air 

Sheds  frozen  water  on  the  changing  garden — 

Time's  bright  betrayal  all  unnoticed  there: 

Sweet  promises  of  summer,  spring's  vivacious  season 

When  the  fresh  waters  danced  towards  leaves  of  May, 

And  joy  and  hope  gleamed  gay  beyond  all  treason, 

And  all  was  tender  light  and  fulfilled  day. 

Now  let  the  icy  water  be  a  glass 

In  which  the  one  thought  like  a  rose  must  fall 

(A  broken  rose  that  once  seemed  large  too  large 

In  some  distorted  half -remembered  carnival 

Or  flaming  image  seen  in  a  mirage) 

On  you  will  my  eyes  rest,  my  mind  repose — 

O  fountained  mirror  where  the  self  must  float 

Lost  and  forgotten  as  the  drowning  rose. 


[ii] 


ZPITAPH  FOR  A  CARELESS  BEAUTY 

How  carelessly  you  wore  your  beauty! 
Lightly  as  if  'twere  cloth  of  air, 
Too  heavy  for  your  soul  to  wear, 
As  if  to  deny  your  gifts  a  duty, 
Alas,  for  now  you  sigh 
To  see  your  graces  fly. 

That  white  hand,  that  rosy  tinge, 

Upon  the  cheek's  deep  pallor  caught — 

Mounting  and  rising  with  your  thought, 

The  dark  hair's  soft  fringe 

That  on  the  high  wide  forehead  lay — 

And  the  eyes  burning  brown 

That  no  heart  could  disown. 

As  after  a  dull  gala-day 

A  rich  indifferent  girl 

Throws  down  each  moon-clear  pearl 

That  on  small  ear  tips  lay, 

Precious  and  gay, 

Or  an  exquisite  gown, 

Thrown  idly  down. 

So  careless  of  your  gifts  you  walked — 

Lost  in  a  vision's  gleam 

Or  pale  abstraction,  ghostly  dream, 

While  close  behind  Love's  shadow  stalked 

Until  with  his  last  sigh, 

You  turned  and  saw  him  die. 

[12] 


In  mid-way  of  your  path  you  heard  that  cry — 

And  from  his  quiver  of  gold, 

The  last  arrow,  stinging  hot  and  cold, 

Unsealed  your  blood  no  longer  frozen  dry 

Kindling  the  fires  unsated, 

Passionate,  unabated. 

The  fires  that  chill  your  life,  torment  the  mind, 

Even  the  enrapt  vision  gone, 

The  Platonic  fury  it  has  fed  upon 

Hears  love's  sigh  on  every  wind, 

Looks  in  an  endless  urn  that  now  discloses 

Embers  of  joy,  ashes  of  roses. 
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THE  PRINCESS  AND  THE  LAMB:  AN  EPISTLE 
TO  R.  P. 

And  is  the  picture  still  upon  your  wall  ? 

As  if  an  enduring  Shade  held  court  or  festival; — 

The  little  princess  in  her  blue  fluid-silken  dress 

Surveying  the  strict,  classic  wilderness 

That  spreads  before  her  in  undying  green? 

Always  now  the  Jacobean  scene 

Unfolds — retains  her  white,  her  rosy  red, 

Forever  dainty,  gracious,  and  high-bred. 

The  Spirit  of  your  house  whose  invocations  run 

To  meet  the  shades  of  Waller,  Dryden,  Donne. 

High  grace  and  courtesy  that  best  befit 

The  age  of  the  firm  intellect  and  wit. 

0  may  destructive  Time  and  dark-eyed  Fate 
This  pictured  beauty  never  abrogate 

Who  moving  always  to  where  God  best  knows 

Holds  in  her  timeless  hand  the  unfading  Rose — 

The  Royal  Rose  symbol  of  sovereignty, 

And  emblem  of  her  race  and  dignity. 

Always  at  her  side  a  beribboned  lamb  appears, 

A  virgin  whiteness  unstained  by  the  years, 

Never  must  the  Rose  drop  from  the  childish  hand, 

Or  the  green  beauty  from  the  English  land, 

Nor  will  indifferent  Time's  long  gathering  curse 

Dim  the  gold  ray  that  streams  from  English  verse. 

In  a  small  house  in  Chelsea  a  few  years  ago; — 

1  saw  that  picture  on  your  plain  white  mantel  glow, 
And  saw  it  with  your  eyes  which  was  to  see 
Traditional  beauty's  new  vitality. 

Your  few  fine  pictures  and  your  unspoken  song 
Made  an  enduring  image  pure  and  strong, 
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From  dreaming  windows  the  soft-tinted  sky, 

Spoke  of  the  warmth  and  fullness  of  July, 

Long-limbed  and  golden-haired  you  smiling  stood 

Faced  the  dark  future  in  the  forewarned  blood, 

War  a  black  shadow  moving  everywhere 

Staining  the  tender,  blue,  midsummer  air, 

Descending  slowly,  slowly,  certain,  soon — 

Upon  the  high,  the  golden  afternoon. 

Long  may  your  princess  stand!  long  may  her  graces  show! 

Through  pretty  pictured  eyes  a  voice  soft,  impassioned,  low 

Speaks  in  a  careful  diction  clipped,  and  clear, 

Of  a  great  past,  of  a  historic  year. 

London,  1939 
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THE  TALISMAN 

Long  worn  upon  his  breast  in  years  of  longing, 
Face  tinted  on  the  ivory  of  the  heart, 
Gathering  the  dim-eyed  years  forever  thronging 
Into  the  world  where  dreams  dart,  fly,  depart. 

Faded  and  far  that  lost  fair  world  of  sorrow — 
Drowned  in  the  sombre  lake  where  memory  flies, 
And  is  dissolved,  renewed,  reborn  tomorrow, 
Then  startles  into  life  the  unfeeling  eyes. 

Painted,  beautiful  eyes!  whose  stern  earth-flying  vision 
Drew  like  a  moon  all  life  streams  to  your  law, 
Colored  each  thought,  made  firm  your  life's  decision; — 
Thought  with  your  thought,  and  saw  but  what  you  saw. 

Narrowed  the  streets  of  fate  till  victory  and  disaster, 
Living  and  dying,  love  and  grieving  stood, 
Unmoving  images,  while  time  moved  fast  and  faster, 
Each  day  encased  in  rigid  fortitude. 

Locked  in  the  heart  the  Graces  and  the  Pleasures, 
Naked  and  airy,  blithe,  celestial  creatures, 
The  airs,  the  catches,  rounds,  the  dancing  measures, 
All,  all  draw  fire  from  the  imagined  features. 

Inanimate  face  that  in  his  breast  reposes — 

Cold  into  warmth,  twixt  fire  and  ice  still  burning, 

So  mountains  burn  with  snow,  the  arid  lands  with  roses, 

So  longing  feeds  its  source,  recalls  the  unre turning. 


[16] 


THE  NATIVITY 

Through  the  pure  air  of  mountains  your  first  breath 
Drew  in  ancestral  charm,  a  love  of  heights  and  clarity, 
Desire  in  a  small  room  defying  death — 
Opened  the  enchanting  eyelids,  warmed  the  blood 
Into  a  beauty  passionate  and  meek. 

What  O  thou  gentle  spirit  newly  born 
Did  you  ask  from  the  cold  air  ?  what  did  you  seek  ? 
He  answered  "Life!"  To  move  with  the  stormy  cloud, 
To  hear  the  trapped,  lost  hunter's  silenced  horn, 
To  embrace  destiny  in  her  glittering  shroud. 
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DEATH  AND  TRANSFIGURATION 

When  that  body  loved 
As  no  other  was 
Withered  into  the  grass 
And  all  tears  were  shed, 
A  dark  tree  at  your  head 
And  at  your  feet, 
A  cold  stone 
Recording  your  defeat. 

The  soul  rose  from  the  sod, 
And  sang  alone 
Praise  to  its  God 
In  full-voiced  glory 
And  the  scattered  bones  flew, 
Assembled  and  complete. 
Again  that  sweetness  ran 
Into  a  living  man. 

Then  Gloria  Dominel 
To  Him  who  will  not  let 
The  reluctant  heart  forget 
The  silver  and  the  gold 
That  dropped  into  the  mold. 
Who  bids  the  high  sun  stand 
At  His  uplifted  hand. 
Who  makes  a  poem  of  praise 
Out  of  your  broken  days. 

Who  lets  no  beauty  sink, 
Beyond  recall, 

Who  feels  all  tears  that  fall, 
Who  stands  at  Terror's  brink 
[18] 


And  shields  the  sparrow's  wing 
From  the  last  sting. 

Rise,  gentle  soul,  relate 

What  few  believe  or  see 

How  through  harsh  paths  and  strait 

You  fell  to  victory. 

In  Love's  house  none  are  lost, 

No  suffering  vain, 

Death  purchased  at  such  cost 

Buys  life  again. 


[19] 


DAUGHTER  OF  EARTH:  A  SONG 

Golden  is  your  grief, 

Silver  are  your  tears, 

Tender-light  the  leaf 

Of  your  growing  years, 

Suddenly  your  face 

Like  trembling  dawn  appears, 

Silver  are  your  tears. 

On  your  unstained  green 
The  hovering  shadow  clears, 
Only  Love  is  seen, 
Lucky  and  serene, 
Easy  are  your  tears. 
Skyblue  hemispheres 
Gather  your  slight  grief, 
Drink  your  silver  tears. 

They  flow  a  lake  of  love 
Upon  each  fern  and  leaf, 
Toward  serpent,  orchard,  dove, 
Ripe  corn  and  golden  sheaf. 
Thou  the  Great  Mother's  child 
Whose  strong  and  angry  rage 
Only  the  dead  assuage. 

Thou  the  Great  Mother's  child 
Whom  the  dark  ravisher 
Saw  innocent,  gay,  and  wild 
And  did  to  all  prefer. 
Drawing  her  underground 
To  make  the  savage  mild, 
The  long-dead  reconciled. 
[20] 
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Who  shed  her  golden  grief, 
Who  spilled  her  silver  tears 
On  subterranean  leaf, 
Upon  half-hearted  fears 
Lifted  her  happy  head ; — 
Among  the  troubled  dead 
The  song  of  earth  prolong 
Among  them  light  and  strong. 
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CATHEDRAL  TOWN:  IDYLL  AND  PROPHECY 

Green  fields  of  light,  and  delicate  light  spires 
Of  the  old  city  where  Clarissa  dwelt — 
The  correct  Muses,  the  baroque  Desires 
In  endless  contemplation  smiled  and  swept 
Long,  silent,  fingers,  on  the  stone  lyres 
While  stony  angels  knelt. 

And  sculptured  Loves  with  gilded  curling  hair 

Forever  welcoming  May 

Play  on  corroded  fountains,  everywhere 

We  felt  the  older  day. 

Lost  voices  from  the  trees,  soft  murmurs  on  the  air 

That  rise  to  fly,  and  stay. 

Now  from  the  grass  long-silenced  voices  speak, 
"See  curious  traveller  how  fast  noon  glories  fly! 
See  how  the  terrace  fades,  the  columns  break, 
Hear  how  the  voices  die, 

See  how  the  veiled  and  dark-eyed  Tempests  wake 
Deep  sleeping  forms  that  sigh, 

Sigh  with  forgotten  pain,  forgotten  joy, 
Have  you  not  heard  ?  do  you  not  see  ? 
How  sunny-winged  the  blindfold  laughing  Boy 
Flies  through  the  bright  lawns  of  Eternity, 
The  world  beneath  in  ruin.  Yet  none  destroy 
The  Augustan  peace  that  once  loomed  endlessly." 

Upon  these  fields  of  time,  cathedrals,  parks  and  vales, 
Georgian  houses  wake.  Queen  Anne  nymphs  are  wandering. 
The  wounded  deer  still  fly  the  vanished  pales, — 
And  still  the  pensive  Loves  rejoicing  sing 
While  death,  ruin,  force,  prevails. 
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Fires  in  the  fountains,  blood  upon  the  moon, 

No  stricken  swans  lament!  Through  stripped  and  scattered 

flowers, 
Or  quiet  organs,  Faith  will  answer  soon, 
And  choral  voices  sound  the  formal  hours 
With  Handel's  majesty,  or  Arne's  delightful  tune. 

Bath,  England,  Summer  1939 
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THE  ANGEL  OF  THE  SOLITARY 

Always  from  brilliant  windows  peering 
The  unknown  woman's  striking  face, 
All  dark  and  white  and  shadow  lit — 
I  see  her  wayward  figure  flit, 
Forever  here  then  disappearing, 
Her  blue-grey  gown,  clouds  of  lace, 
Her  plumed  black  hat,  her  gloves  of  grey, 
The  spirit  of  that  secluded  place, 
A  great  and  weatherworn  hotel 
Perched  on  a  lake  of  birch  and  fir. 

And  floating  eyes  will  follow  her 

From  echoing  corridor,  suite,  salon, 

Or  heavy  shaded  dining  hall 

Where  whispers  echo,  die,  and  fall. 

Indifferent,  familiar, 

She  walks  where  furtive  figures  stir 

Each  solitary  reveller. 

Always  tranquil  and  alone, 

Where  men  in  final  stupor  sit 

And  the  last,  dwindling  lights  are  lit. 

Among  tobacco  fumes,  the  wine, 
I  see  her  pure,  pale  aura  shine, 
I  see  her  ear-rings'  deepest  jet, 
See  on  her  moving  bosom  glow, 
The  antique  old  gold  cameo. 
Wherever  her  light  footsteps  press — 
Falling,  flowing,  from  her  dress 
The  scent  of  Parma's  violet. 
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She  hears  as  if  from  Limbo  sent 
A  fiddle  raised  in  harsh  lament 
Following  her  footsteps.  Piercing,  sweet, 
A  song  as  sharp  as  death,  or  sin, 
Sweeps  upward  from  the  violin, 
Floats  overhead  and  under  feet. 

Mysterious  spirit  of  the  wine, 
Grave,  and  reserved,  and  punctual, 
You  pass  between  the  drunken  scene 
Casting  a  shadow  on  the  wall. 
Where  the  gross  fails  in  the  divine, 
The  sacred  blends  in  the  obscene, 
Unheeding  of  dark  winds  that  call — 
You  move  where  Time's  inverted  torch 
Shines  like  a  thin  spire  on  a  church. 

I  watch  and  watching,  trembling,  know 
That  you  will  come,  that  you  will  go 
From  dull-draped  rooms  of  horror  sent 
To  be  each  man's  presentment. 
There  where  the  wines  of  Lethe  flow 
(As  cool  as  water,  bright  as  snow) 
Neither  on  good  or  evil  bent, 
Your  image  to  each  wine  glass  sent 
Obscures  the  grief  that  all  would  bury, 
The  angel  of  the  solitary! 
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THE  SILENT  DAY 

So  rings  the  silence,  so  the  high  days  pass 
Without  sound  or  motion  on  the  land, 
Immovable,  intact,  the  seasons  stand 
Like  mirrored  images  in  polished  glass. 

When  will  a  voice  destroy  this  silence,  break 
The  chill  of  autumn  in  my  summer  sky? 
If  but  a  flower  blown  by  the  wind  would  sigh 
And  shatter  quiet  for  a  memory's  sake, 

If  but  a  leaf  would  fall,  if  but  a  wing  would  stir 
From  some  fantastic  heaven  my  blood  would  leap, 
The  burden  lighten  and  grow  easier, 
This  solitude  is  sleep,  falls  steep,  grows  deep. 
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AUTUMN  IDYLL 

Lightly  unto  my  secret  room  you  come, 
The  white  bed  is  made,  my  streaming  hair 
Fills  the  warm  air  like  rain,  and  draws  you  home 
To  the  bare  walls,  and  a  house  stripped  and  bare. 
Today,  you  left  the  fields  where  golden  green 
Reddened  and  ripened  in  the  embrace  of  fall. 
Tomorrow,  leaves  will  drop  on  the  stone  wall, 
The  completed  peach  and  apple.  Fruit  trees  lean 
In  a  great  wind  despoiled  of  their  bright  load. 
All  nature  finds  its  centre,  knows  its  road, 
But  in  this  uncurtained  room  on  the  white  bed 
Only  the  eyes  will  sigh,  the  fruit  of  the  year 
Will  speak  an  unborn  language,  strange,  yet  clear, 
And  other  worlds  repeat  what  has  been  said. 
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DREAM  MESSAGE 

From  broken  sleep  I  rose,  from  dream  as  clear  as  truth, 

Eager  dreamwalker,  I  paced  the  dawn, 

Saw  the  eternal  postman  walking  by 

In  the  enlarged  mist  that  lies  between  sleep  and  waking, 

Thrust  my  quick  hand  out  for  the  thick  letter, 

Saw  how  that  hand  was  shaking. 

I  walked  in  the  courtyard,  stood  in  a  rippling  lawn 

That  in  uncertain  light  grew  wider,  wide — 

Expanded,  brightened  in  the  dreaming  sky. 

There  under  dawnlight,  seal  after  seal  breaking, 

I  read  the  letter  expecting  words  made  flesh,  made  blood, 

made  bread, 
Words  without  mystery  or  dread, 

But  the  ink  was  blurred,  the  words  broken,  obscured  the 

message — 
What  did  you  say,  dear  friend  ?  from  what  wells  of  sleep 
Have  the  half-tones,  the  broken  signals  come? 
Through  shattered  sleep  I  fall,  down  the  sheer  passage 
Of  thwarted  life,  the  strained  distorted  years, 
Angry,  unfailing  tears. 

The  letter  drops  from  my  hand.  I  see  it  shine  and  blow 

In  the  first  wind  of  morning  crumble  away 

As  if  consumed  by  an  internal  flame, 

Fierce  as  unspoken  love,  the  tantalus  words  calling 

As  they  have  so  many  years,  days,  hours 

Through  city  streets,  through  country  flowers. 
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FOR  A  CHILD 

Lost  as  that  ring  that  on  my  finger  sparkles, 
Hidden  from  all  until  my  hand  is  lifted, 
So  in  a  quiet  light  in  light  adoring 
My  heart  is  lifted, 

Runs  steady,  warm,  and  quick  with  love  of  you, 
Of  the  wide  eyes,  the  opening  mind,  the  graceful 
Body  that  radiates  light,  in  light  returning 
Day  after  day. 

This  hidden  love,  my  strength,  my  silent  fountain, 
My  source  of  energy,  my  spirit's  jewel, 
My  listless  days,  my  heavy  thoughts  refining 
Into  a  rush  of  sun. 

I  arm  for  your  sake,  I  cast  off  sadness,  slough 
Fears  and  inactions,  threatening  doubts  and  shadows, 
Wearing  you  on  my  heart  as  Rupert's  cavaliers  wore 
Lace  over  armour. 
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THE  COMPANION 

Only  when  the  golden  light  forsakes  the  meadow 
In  the  exhausted  twilight,  in  the  lonely  evening, 
Do  you  see  the  dark-eyed  white-winged  shadow 
Moving  like  autumn  mist  among  the  yellow  daisies  ? 

Among  the  yellow  daisies,  the  burning  sun-struck  grass, 
Like  leaves  on  air  the  small  feet  soft  descending, 
Moving  like  sudden  love,  certain  as  destiny, 
Light  as  the  touch  of  hope,  as  keen  as  sorrow. 

She  moves  to  your  hidden  heart,  she  lingers  there, 
Fills  the  tight  sealed  room  with  secret  glory, 
Dances  through  your  eyes,  breathes  through  your  hair, 
Flickering  like  sun  between  the  fall  and  summer. 

Tender  the  childish  hand  on  the  tired,  stooped  shoulder, 
Soft  is  her  smile  upon  the  sullen  eyes, 
Where  her  voice  leads  the  answering  quiet  remembers, 
She  unlocks  my  eyes,  the  withdrawn  heart  grows  bolder. 

Quiet  playmate,  always  near,  the  dream's  companion, 
Flesh  of  my  spirit,  slight  and  childish  angel 
Sprung  from  the  body's  pain,  glowing  through  fire's  failure, 
I  had  expected  some  divine,  some  greater  thing; — 

Some  Goddess,  Juno-browed,  bearing  the  sign  of  the  Father, 
Some  seaborn  Loveliness  flushed  with  the  rose  of  dawn, 
Some  Messenger  from  Heaven,  sky-eyed,  star-gleaming, 
Some  beautiful  Archer  armed  with  the  flying  death. 
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But  in  a  small  room,  in  the  ripened  air  of  summer 
My  destiny  approaches  smaller  than  I  have  dreamed — 
A  growing  girl,  star-shod,  who  swiftly  enters, 
In  her  thin  hands  she  holds  a  glittering  missal. 

Together  we  decipher  the  crimson-lettered  volume, 

She  leaning  over  my  shoulder  speaks  the  benediction, 

In  her  young  voice  as  clear  and  pure  as  a  pearl, 

And  through  the  assenting  quiet,  a  far  off  clavier  answers. 
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JiJAYTIME  IDYLL 

The  winged  girls  I  saw  who  made 
A  mayday  of  bloom,  I  saw 
Their  flowery  sceptres  withering 
Within  the  concepts  of  the  law 
That  made  all  youth  a  perishing, 
Fleet-flying  thing. 

Lightly  on  grass  their  feet  were  set; 
An  aerial  world,  an  auspicious  heaven 
Entered  their  veins,  they  were  forgiven, 
Lightness  on  lightness,  fostered,  shriven 
Because  of  grace  like  manna  falling, 
Or  a  rain  of  early  dew. 

Much  was  long  forgiven  you, 

Bird-bright  choir  whose  song  was  sweet 

In  the  solstice,  in  the  heat, 

Faint  now,  faraway  their  sighs, 

The  songs  fail  in  the  extinguished  eyes, 

Though  we  heard  them  in  our  dreams 

Rise  from  dark  ancestral  streams, 

Heard  them  murmur  in  our  blood, 
Half-resented,  understood, 
But  the  sullen  undertones 
(Like  brookwaters  over  stones) 
Saw  their  milk  of  roses  dried 
On  the  arid  countryside. 
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Now  the  lilacs  bloom  again, 
But  the  winged  girls  are  fled, 
To  the  islands  of  the  dead, 
And  the  sober  matrons  come 
To  compose  their  requiem, 
And  the  maytime  idyll  fled. 
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"<ALL  IS  WELL  WITH  THE  CHILD" 

I  saw  you  arise  from  your  bed,  I  saw  your  door  open 
Into  a  room  flowering  and  falling  with  flame, 

Into  that  room  you  came. 

I  feared  for  you,  I  followed,  I  called  your  name: 

And  you  walked  unharmed  through  the  fire  three  times  in 

flame, 
You  plunged  and  scorched  to  the  soul  returned,  renewed, 

unharmed, 
And  the  flames  thinned  to  ashes,  fell  in  a  waiting  urn. 

Pallid  with  dying  light  I  saw  the  day  return. 

No  mind  could  penetrate,  no  eye  discern 

In  what  perpetual  lives  and  deaths  you  breathed  and  drew 

Strength  for  another  life,  another  death. 

That  all  was  well  with  you  the  awakening  sunlight  knew. 

Then  without  anguish,  indifferent,  calm,  and  reconciled 
I  heard  the  voice  in  my  heart:  "All  is  well  with  the  child," 
And  lilacs  sprang  into  bloom,  it  was  spring,  the  air  was  mild, 

And  again  the  voice  said:  "All  is  well  with  the  child." 
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THE  INNOCENT  ROSE 

For  a  breath's  space  in  the  swan's  summer 

Of  your  unfolding  years  that  like  a  deep  rose  opens, 

Star-slow  as  a  light  in  a  dim  ballroom 

You  move  in  running  silver,  drinking  fluid  music, 

From  the  great  cup  of  crystal. 

Spirit  of  the  dance,  a  young  girl  in  white  muslin 

And  breathing  knowledge  on  the  innocent  breast, 

The  warm,  conventional  roses. 

Step  softly  singing,  from  the  swaying  world 

Before  the  cup  of  crystal  breaks  and  shivers 

Into  the  personal  death. 

The  transient,  fragile  day  filled  full  with  overflowing 

Delicately  O  softly,  cautiously, 

Enter  with  music  to  your  destiny 

While  your  brief  heaven  is  danced  away. 

Season  of  dawning  life!  spirit  of  the  dancing  fountain! 
Spirit  of  the  undying  Rose!  There  with  new  eyes  you  sit- 
The  Rose  itself.  The  soul  of  morning  and  of  evening, 
Iris  and  Hesper  of  the  newborn  world. 
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WOMAN  AT  THE  PIANO 

Rippling  in  the  ocean  of  that  darkening  room — 

The  music  poured  from  the  thin  hands,  widening,  gathering 

The  floods  of  descending  night,  flying  from  the  keys 

The  sound  of  memory,  then  the  woman  singing 

Vibrant  and  full,  the  resonant  echoes  scattered 

Into  a  stranger's  language,  into  a  foreign  country. 

The  rococo  clock  on  the  mantel  strikes  out  its  chimes, 
The  dark  wind  sighing  through  the  open  windows 
Sends  in  its  signals,  wishes,  memories; 

The  withdrawn  room  grows  immense  with  hallucination — 
Clear  woman's  voice,  long  fingers  whitely  straying 
Over  the  speaking  keys,  do  you  hear  the  answer  ? 
Will  the  male  voice  answer  ?  stirring  through  the  walls 
Behind  the  rustling  curtains,  in  the  declining  light, 
Another  voice  still  silent  seems  to  tremble. 

Patience  is  all.  Unloved,  unlovable,  lonely, 

It  sits  on  the  neglected  sofa,  watches  the  fingers 

Draw  out  the  difficult  music,  hears  the  finale 

Shatter  the  torpor  of  the  dying  room. 

Now  the  trees  through  open  windows  aspire  and  flame, 

Now  there  are  footsteps,  echoes,  reveries ; — 

Now  two  voices  sound  in  the  room  where  only  one 

Wove  intricate  sweetness  from  the  simple  keys, 

Two  voices  ring  in  the  dawn,  the  morning  enters. 
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VARIATIONS  ON  A  THEME 
BY  GEORGE  HERBERT 

After  so  many  deaths  to  breathe  again, 
To  see  the  clouded  windows  open,  brighten 
With  recovered  sight.  To  see  the  blackness  whiten 
And  fountained  love  gush  from  the  arid  plain. 

"After  so  many  deaths  to  live  and  write" 
Thou  subtle  God  of  Visions  who  has  led 
My  footsteps  to  this  room,  this  hour,  this  night 
That  I  might  testify  my  resurrection. 

Now  song  pours  from  a  thousand  instruments 
And  my  new-opened  eyes  drink  in  the  sound, 
The  seeing  ear,  the  thinking,  speaking  heart, 
Refreshed  again  after  long  banishments. 

Praise  for  the  dark  that  taught  me  love  of  light ! 
Praise  for  the  ill  that  made  me  long  for  health, 
Praise  for  the  death  that  taught  me  all  life  is, 
I  praise  the  mortal  wound  that  made  me  His ! 
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"THE  ANONYMOUS 

Swinging,  hanging,  on  the  windy  hill 

For  nine  long  nights. 

Lord  of  the  Gallows,  God  of  the  sacrificed, 

For  whom  no  simple  doom  no  easier  death  sufficed, 

But  purchased  with  Your  pain  our  happier  plight. 

Draw  deep  into  yourself  the  terrors  of  our  life 

Till  pierced  by  every  wound 

That  man  receives  in  his  too  vulnerable  breast, 

Poisoned  spear,  and  sudden  knife 

Reveal  the  life  above,  the  deep  death  underground. 

And  in  your  last  torment  carry  our  final  pain 
Into  the  Valley  of  Joy,  O  in  that  last  sigh, 
Sad-drawn  and  patient,  see  the  spell  begins, 
The  blood  stains  dry,  dispelled  our  sins 
By  that  indrawn  sigh. 

The  festivals  begin  on  every  street — 

The  scaffold  falls  in  flame, 

The  guards  depart,  their  swords  are  wreathed  with  flowers, 

And  long  and  slow  their  final  footfalls  beat. 

Now  we  have  purchased  peace  and  fruitful  hours 

But  He  ?  Where  has  He  fled  ?  What  was  His  name  ? 
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THE  EYES 

The  children  sing  at  night  when  they  are  frightened — 

And  I  singing  when  my  heart  was  heavy, 

Saw  again  the  Eyes  that  filled  the  universe  that  brightened, 

The  withdrawn  blood. 

I  saw  them  in  the  floating  air  when  night  unclasped  its  hood, 

0  but  they  are  the  same !  eternally  the  same ! 
The  long  glance  light-irised,  the  brilliant  blue, 
The  middle  vein  of  dark, 

That  sweet  and  powerful  look, 

And  again  the  small  house  with  deeper  vision  shook. 

1  too  recall  them.  O  my  night,  my  joy,  my  hope,  my  woe! 
Beautiful  and  unwelcome  Eyes,  that  from  falling  steeps  of 

sleep — 
Fall,  rise,  and  rising  fall, 
(Cerulean,  angelical) 
Frequent  your  visitations  now,  I  keep, 
Remembrance  of  a  face  where  you  once  lived, 
Sensitive,  glancing,  gay, 

Fixed  forever  on  a  blue  flower  that  obscure  alone 
Illumined  grass,  softened  stone; — 
The  bright  face  and  the  blue  flower  vanished,  but  the  Eyes 

stay — 

Those  Eyes  in  which  I  gazed  my  life  away. 
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<A  SONG  FOR  ST.  CECELIA 

In  the  austere  November  sky 

I  have  heard  your  wild  notes  fly, 

Blessed  Cecelia !  heard  you  play 

All  the  stony  cold  away 

With  an  airy  golden  sound 

Till  the  locked-in  landscape  flowered 

As  the  rain  of  music  showered, 

Made  a  Sabbath  holiday. 

And  the  blind  eyes  opened  wide 

On  the  transfigured  countryside. 

You  on  whom  the  angels  waited 
And  with  piercing  music  feted. 
Guardian  of  the  loveliest  art, 
The  harpsichord,  the  quick  strings, 
You  whose  flying  notes  must  reach 
Worlds  that  have  no  need  of  speech 
Through  organ,  harp,  and  violin, 
Let  the  music  in. 

From  the  sky's  deep,  dancing,  azure 
Sing  of  sorrow  sweet  as  pleasure, 
Sing  young  lovers,  myrtle-crowned, 
And  the  young  girl,  love-encircled, 
Sing  the  young  man's  destiny, 
Sing  of  conflict  and  of  arms, 
Flying  leaf  and  quickening  wing, 
Through  slow-descending  cloudscapes  bring 
Liquid,  floating,  music  where 
Wild  flowers  burn  in  the  pure  air. 
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Such  compulsion  in  your  voice 

Soul  and  mind  and  heart  rejoice, 

From  inspired  fingers  flow, 

Thoughts  that  sing  and  words  that  glow; 

Soul  and  body  well  agree 

In  a  restored  harmony 

Drawn  skyward  to  that  fiery  source 

Where  harmony  creates  its  laws. 

While  to  harp,  and  flute,  and  lyre 
Lyric  stars  in  transport  melt 
As  the  choirs  of  heaven  knelt, 
And  the  hymn  of  joy  rose  higher — 
Fell  on  trembling  fields  of  dew, 
Voices  answered  cool  and  sweet, 
More  than  human,  ringed  with  light, 
All  that  move  in  air  and  fire, 
Lift  the  heart  in  joy  and  love 
Gather  in  your  sacred  grove ! 
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VIXEN  AND  HOUND:  THE  LAMENT  OF  THE 
THE  NAIAD 

When  streams  ran  dry  and  worshippers  grew  cold, 
And  the  green,  speckled  trout  forsook  my  pool 
I  rose  to  upper  air,  grew  bold, 
Felt  earth  its  landscapes  changing,  manifold, 
Skies  dipped  in  rosy  gray,  the  dappled  clouds. 

Still  unaccustomed  to  the  rooted  ground; — 
With  bruised  feet,  bright  hair  dishevelled 
Ears  ringing  always  with  a  fountain's  sound, 
The  peopled  world  pursued  me,  vixen  and  hound, 
I  ran  where  peace  is  found. 

Hollow  and  fierce  the  sunken  eyes  that  peer 
Protecting  and  unloving — 
Zeal  of  Thy  word  O  God,  has  pierced  their  ear, 
Chaste,  cold  and  just,  Thy  Name's  fear, 
Naked  on  naked  stone. 

Where  is  that  bed  of  fern  beneath  the  mountain  peak  ? 
Where  drowned  deep,  deep,  in  love  deep  love  conceived 
The  wild  custodians  of  each  brook  and  creek  ? 
Their  vigor  runs  from  me,  and  far  to  seek 
The  tumult  of  their  flying  hair. 

Law  of  the  Unnameable  God,  dark,  narrow,  stern 

Thy  love  has  dried  my  blood,  Thy  flame  intense 

Withers  but  cannot  burn 

Thy  glaring  light  pursues  me  when  I  turn 

To  fly  my  prison  walls. 
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There  stands  the  rock-sprung  Church  against  the  sky 

Dreading  decay  and  bright  unorthodox  light 

Within  the  all-consuming,  turning  Eye, 

Without  the  long-lost  voices  bid  me  fly 

I  turn  to  fly,  I  stay,  my  streams,  my  streams,  are  gone ! 
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SONG  FOR  CHRISTMAS  EVE  1938 

Not  snow  but  wind, 

Not  hush  but  cold, 

Blowing  from  skies  of  gray  and  sunset  gold, 

Blowing  the  year  away — 

Night  descends  where  children  play, 

Sleep,  hush,  and  holiday, 

Sleep,  hush,  and  holiday. 

From  the  four  ends  of  the  world 

The  living-dead  awake 

Dreaming  of  heaven  for  an  Infant's  sake, 

An  eastern  evening  brimming  with  starlight, 

The  hope,  the  false  daylight, 

The  hope,  the  false  daylight. 

Know  how  on  every  street 

The  Christmas  vesper  silenced,  sighed 

With  sullen  sweetness  of  the  Crucified, 

The  dear  Son  who  died. 

In  new  horizons  washed  in  ancient  sleep, 

Rivers  of  blood  fill,  flow,  and  creep. 

Weary  somnambulist,  now  cast  away 

The  anxieties  and  ardors  of  the  day 

"Peace"  all  the  voices  say, 

"Peace"  all  the  voices  say. 

Believe  them  till  the  hour 

Into  unrest  shall  fade 

Over  tall  buildings,  shade 

Sweeps  in  a  moving  tide  from  sky  and  air; — 

The  derelict  love  broods  everywhere, 

Sees  hidden  figures  hovering, 

Poised  to  spring, 

Poised  to  spring. 
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THE  ENCOUNTER 

Some  are  best  courted  by  Thy  love,  some  few 

Learn  to  desire  You  only  through  Thy  wrath. 

On  them  let  sorrows  fall,  let  great  rains  pour 

Until  exhausted  they  must  seek  Your  door, 

Taste  Your  compassion,  drink  Your  heavenly  dew, 

Your  smiling  mercy,  Your  divinest  grace. 

O  let  us  see  that  Face! 

Feel  all  affliction  flying  past  Your  path 

Dissolved,  resolved  Your  wrath 

All,  all,  resigned 

In  that  desiring,  all-desirous  Mind. 

The  hardest,  dryest  soul  Your  frown  prefers 

Rather  than  face  Your  Face, 

But  You  are  swifter,  Lord,  to  run  the  race, 

Regardless  of  Your  foes  and  worshippers 

You  run  apace, 

And  harsh  and  kind,  bitter  and  sweet,  bestow 

On  the  relenting  heart 

That  seeks  and  flies,  denies  and  yearns,  yet  weak, 

Cannot  receive  Your  bounty  now 

And  dreads  to  act  its  part. 

O  to  receive  yon,  O  to  feel  Your  grace 
In  shrinking  flesh,  in  the  cold  bone. 
Soften  the  heart  of  stone! 
Teach  us  to  act,  teach  us  to  grieve, 
Teach  us  to  die  and  live. 
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With  harsh  and  kind,  with  salt  and  sweet 
Still  let  Your  stream  of  healing  trace, 
Our  dark  encounter  at  Your  gathering  place 
Be  not  too  stern,  and  not  too  kind,  too  kind 
Too  mild  Your  frown,  too  cold  Your  wind, 
Too  smooth  Your  roads,  too  fierce  Your  heat. 
But  draw  Your  captive  strictly  to  that  line, 
Where  all  is  Yours,  and  all  we  see  divine. 
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THE  VISITATION  OF  ANGELS 

When  you  entered  the  threshold  with  no  pomp, 

We  saw  the  shadow  of  your  aureole. 

But  its  reflection  lit  the  waiting  room, 

For  a  wonder's  space,  for  a  quick  breath's  flutter, 

"Do  you  remember  me?" 

Beloved!  Awaited!  we  have  remembered  you, 

When  you  knelt  in  the  bedchamber,  when  your  shaking 

hand 
Lifted  the  little  child  in  its  first  blessing. 
We  saw  you  on  the  road  when  the  first  vision  came, 
And  the  disciples  fled,  and  all  the  tormenters 
Hissed  at  your  name. 
"Behold  I  shall  send  many  messengers 
In  many  forms  and  names." 

And  rising  from  our  beds  one  winter  night 

We  saw  the  city  covered  under  grass, 

Drowned  under  grass,  trees  bursting  through  the  houses 

And  then  the  trumpets  of  Utopia 

Disturbed  the  easy  motion  of  our  blood, 

And  you  were  smiling  softly  through  a  cloud, 

Uneasy,  secret  face. 

Now  is  the  time  of  revelation,  visitation,  now 
Reveal  yourself  as  when  you  walk  through  heaven, 
The  smiling  soldier  of  the  eternal  wars. 
And  guardian  of  the  Crown,  the  Sword,  the  Sceptre, 
The  rose-shaped  Jewel,  and  the  Emerald  Ring, 
And  the  blue  Brooch  that  bought  the  great  betrayal, 
The  bleeding  Ruby  that  can  kill  and  heal, 
And  they  all  speak  of  you. 
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Siowly  the  lifestream  learns  its  master-stream. 

Slowly  and  murmuring  in  revolt  we  hear 

Voices  of  love!  (where  no  love  was)  sunlight,  renewal 

And  for  a  moment  feel  the  burning  Jewel 

Shining  like  blood  against  our  mortal  wound 

By  which  our  days  are  measured  and  subdued. 

O  then  the  vision  breaks! 

O  then  the  Jewel  speaks! 


[48] 


FUTURE  IN  MINIATURE 

Daydreaming  child  on  the  tenement  roof 
Who  sat  in  the  sullied  sun  and  thought  of  joy, 
The  thin,  the  blue-veined  hands  in  life's  reproof, 
Lay  on  the  shabby  lap,  two  wax,  two  useless  flowers, 

Lay  patiently  resigned  to  heavy-dropping  hours 
Or  future  vast  beyond  all  hope  and  reason, 
Desperate  dreaming  brought  refreshing  showers, 
Fish  from  remote  seas,  fruit  out  of  season, 

Visions  of  winter  roses,  summer  snows 
Till  the  starved  life  grows  ill  with  discontent — 
Now  the  thin  cheeks'  unnatural  pallor  glows, 
The  feverish  spirit  flares,  is  quickly  spent. 

And  the  hard  truth  no  illusion  can  refine — 
Touched  the  unlearned  eyes  and  sharpened  them, 
As  the  blue  flowers  on  the  celestial  stem 
Or  faded  clothing  drying  on  a  line 

Unite  in  equal  terror.  Inner  vision,  outward  gleam 
Blur  in  cold  heat  upon  her  helpless  hands, 
Through  soot-grey  air  she  feels  the  future  stream 
On  threatening  streets,  or  lonely,  hostile  lands. 
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THE  BLUE  FLOWER 

How  fervent-strong  and  heaven-deep  the  blue 

Of  a  slight  tall-stemmed  flower  that  I  drew 

From  her  obscure  secluded  family. 

For  often  did  I  half-observing  see 

The  fiery,  delicate  hue  shadowing  lighter  grass 

Hidden  against  sharp  rock,  or  dank  crevasse, 

Where  few  wayfarers  pass, 

And  felt  the  neglected  blue  shine  deeply,  passively; — 

Though  small  the  brief  uncherished  flower  that  shone 

On  the  harsh  stonescape  of  this  exhausted  land, 

Beauty's  supernal  air  was  shown 

Tender  and  helpless  as  a  child's  hand, 

And  though  unknown,  unnamed,  to  my  regret 

I  thought  you  sister  to  the  violet 

And  drew  you  to  that  gazing  world  of  light 

Where  the  proud  rose  sheds  beauty  full  and  bright. 

Too  frail,  too  soft,  too  small,  to  be  uprooted, 

Too  blue,  too  heaven-serene  to  face  the  glare 

Of  summer's  gaze  on  petals  lightly  fluted, 

Ah,  better  to  have  left  you  on  the  rock 

Between  the  stream-moist  grass  where  thick  clouds  flock, 

Left  you  unplucked,  forgotten,  spared  you  where 

Your  scattered  sisters  lift  their  skyblue  stare. 

And  slender,  burning  under  no  man's  eye 

Fade  in  the  pale  indifference  of  the  sky. 
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LUNA  AND  LEOPARDI 

At  the  world's  turning,  at  the  hour  of  darkness, 
When  through  the  open  window  slowly  rising 
The  full  and  beautiful  moon  poured  lucid  light 
(O  subdued  gentleness  of  dying  things) 
Streaming  into  the  room,  shaking  with  nervous  quiet 
On  empty  tables  and  through  trembling  curtains 
On  the  dark,  steady  floor. 

Antique  image  of  Luna,  pale,  full-breasted  virgin, 
Your  glittering  shafts  of  gold  pierced  every  window 
Entered  the  heart  where  dark  and  longing  mingled, 
Entered  the  avid  brain  and  left  its  wound, 
Invisible,  never  bleeding,  dulled  with  pain, 
Asking  the  unspoken  question  never  answered, 
"Are  you  alive?  How  long  have  you  been  buried?" 

A  dog  barked.  The  voice  of  Daphne  sighing  in  the  laurel 

Answered  his  harsher  with  a  softer  tone, 

And  both  implored  the  night  in  love  and  pity, 

"Divine  satellite  of  day,  pale-shining  Luna, 

Ambassadress-companion  of  the  Sun, 

Assure  us  of  your  favor  and  compassion." 

And  she  rising  from  her  bed  of  clouds — 

Languid  and  ailing  in  the  waning  world, 

Spoke  in  her  voiceless  speech  through  moving  stars; — 

"Never  shall  you  have  a  cry  of  love  from  me, 

Nor  from  the  generative  earth,  nor  from  the  Sun 

The  understanding-uncompassionate. 
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The  majesty  of  human  suffering 

I  can  revere  who  burning  like  the  Sun 

Chill  like  man's  age  or  girl's  voice  in  the  tree, 

Or  change  from  form  to  form  like  the  Great  Mother 

Who  mirrors  in  each  form  the  changing  world, 

The  fire,  the  water,  and  the  blood. 

I,  Luna,  too,  reflect  the  shifting  world, 
The  virgin  image  of  the  indifferent  Mother, 
I,  too,  can  nourish  life,  am  served  by  eunuchs, 
The  soldier  virile  in  his  death,  the  panting  steed, 
The  firm-eyed  serpent  and  the  gentle  deer, 
The  imagined  phoenix  and  the  unicorn." 

Then  in  the  darkness  in  the  thoughtful  evening, 
All  questions  died  into  a  various  query, 
"Are  you  alive?"  or  "Can  you  face  the  Sun?" 
Know  that  the  hour  grows  late,  the  reprieve  uncoming, 
The  guards  are  waiting  at  the  threshold  of  the  Sun. 
Can  you  endure  the  silence  of  that  silver  bed  ? 
Enormous  in  the  caverns  of  the  Moon, 
Far,  far,  from  all  the  pleasures  of  the  Sun. 


[52] 


THE  VISION  OF  MARIE  BASHKIRTSEFF 

I  dreamed  that  a  coffin  had  been  placed  in  my  bed  and  I  was 
told  there  was  a  young  girl  in  it.  And  it  shone  resplendent 
like  phosphorus  in  the  night. — Marie  Bashkirtseff 

Consumed  by  my  love  for  life.  To  feel  the  air  vibrating, 
Sensitive  and  spinning.  Days  that  die,  dim,  dwindle, 
Little,  and  naked,  trembling,  fluttering, 
That  still  escape  from  my  hand's  cherishing. 
The  birdlike  hours  from  void  to  mystery  flying, 
Recording  time,  hastening  the  time  of  dying. 

Having  loved  life,  its  sweet  impersonal  air, 

Luxury  and  noise,  sweetness  and  calm,  sunshine  and  rain, 

The  Italian  mountains,  and  the  Russian  plain, 

All  that  is  lovable,  living,  deep-rooted  and  fair, 

The  languor  of  summer,  the  follies  of  spring, 

The  scent  of  lilacs  on  Parisian  air, 

Autumn's  voluptuous,  dizzy-laughtered  rain, 

To  love,  to  know,  to  feel,  even  to  welcome  pain, 

All  seasons  and  all  skies,  all  atmospheric  states — 

Loving  the  sun,  one  with  the  moon's  initiatives, 

To  die,  know  resurrection,  breathe,  and  live  again. 

To  walk  fur-wrapped,  cheeks  glowing,  feet  on  Russian  snow, 
The  melancholy  steppe  from  which  my  inner  longings  grow, 
The  passion  brooding,  mounting  higher,  bursting  into  savage 
glow! 

So  short  this  life.  I  nurse  it,  watch  it  flow, 
Flow  from  my  fingers,  till  the  heart  contracts, 
Shivers,  grows  big,  buoyed  with  love.  A  floating  casket  of  air 
Freezing  into  ice  above  my  room 
Till  the  charged  air  grows  dense  as  in  a  tomb. 
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A  woman's  ardent  face  grows  cold  and  white, 
Whiter  her  eager  hands,  quicker  and  thinner.  Her  stare 
Sees  through  the  lips  from  which  the  vital  red  departs 
As  it  does  from  the  sensation-loving  hearts. 
White-robed,  white-limbed,  slipping  into  whiter  air, 
Time  like  a  silver  cup  its  ruby  essence  spilling, 
I  am  borne  on  the  rainbowed-skies,  eyes  downcast,  spirit- 
unwilling. 

I  see  the  phosphorescent  body  lying  there — 

Simple  and  nude  as  the  head's  living  hair! 

The  longing  left  behind  makes  music  there, 

"Make  me  happy!  make  me  happy!  my  God,  my  God!" 

Happiness  being  a  name,  happiness  being  nowhere. 

I  approach  extinction.  It  wears  some  familiar  face 

Not  the  great  monster  but  the  unloved  lover — 

His  arms  outstretched  for  my  withheld  embrace. 

Or  my  own  image.  Childish  and  blonde,  the  thoughtful  eyes, 

The  exquisite  arms  and  hands,  the  body's  studied  grace 

Lost  in  abstraction,  smiling,  malicious-wise. 
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DAYDREAM  AND  TESTAMENT  OF 
ELIZABETH  ELEANOR  SID  ALL 

Slowly  my  presence  fades,  glides  from  the  room — 
Nor  shall  you  feel  a  deep  particular  void, 
Nor  shall  I  be  a  grim  unconquerable  spectre 
Rising  among  the  forest  trees  at  midnight, 
Dreadful,  compelling,  a  more  terrible  shape 
Than  seen  by  Diirer  or  Salvator  Rosa, 
To  flit  forever  in  a  lurid  gloom 
The  spirit  of  the  storm,  and  blasted  tree. 

But  a  quiet  voice  heard  under  glass  or  water 
(Heard  in  a  locked  house  behind  crumbling  walls) 
The  wide  eyelids  long  as  the  slab  of  a  tomb 
Invoking  the  extreme,  the  Roman  death 
Of  useless  courage,  and  of  needless  patience. 
"Courage!  cold  heart  of  stone." 

Who  heard  the  magnificent  world's  half-mocking  laughter 

And  loved  it  most  when  it  had  most  rejected, 

Who  born  among  the  patient  poor  of  cities 

Saw  with  the  frightened  insight  of  the  sick 

The  pale,  the  poverty-struck  images 

Lost  between  Limbo  and  eternity. 

And  felt  with  the  keen  anguish  of  the  neglected 
The  dead  walls,  the  iron  railings.  Forever  thwarted 
Of  life's  full  stream.  Kept  always  from  the  garden 
By  the  hostile  gardener,  by  the  enemy  footman. 
Lying  in  the  dark  room  on  the  uneasy  bed 
I  made  a  pavilion  exquisite,  distorted, 
Heard  bell-toned  streams  beating  against  stone  walls, 
Fire-aureoled  angels,  warm  Venetian  carnivals, 
The  daydream  of  the  disinherited. 
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But  there  were  faces  grinning  through  the  laurel 

(Thin-drawn  masks  waxed  white  and  always  grinning) 

Peering  from  stained  glass  windows.  What  angel  on  the  stair 

Grew  from  etherial  beauty  into  nightmare  ? 

The  dark  horizon  narrowed,  shrunken,  closing 

Until  it  crushed  the  heart,  and  the  deep  heavenly  music 

Floated  unheard  into  a  netherworld. 

O  what  a  chorus  of  hate !  self -hate !  world-wide  betrayal 

Pierced  the  closed  heart,  the  sensitive,  thin  mind. 

The  drug  by  the  bedside  brought  no  further  solace, 

The  gift  of  patience  rotted  into  sloth, 

Only  the  fantastic  beauty  woven  into  banners 

Remains  the  triumph  and  the  vindication. 

The  hallmark  of  the  early  dead,  the  ephermal  red 

The  gold,  the  rose,  of  beauty  now  a  legend 

In  the  half-knowing  half -believing  hearts. 

To  be  nothing,  to  know  that  Beauty  alone  is  nothing, 

Art  itself  is  nothing,  talent  alone  too  common, 

To  have  seen  all  come  to  nothing  save  despair 

Plumed  like  a  silver  dove.  It  carries  a  blazing  poppy 

From  the  indifferent  or  mocking  skies. 

Draw  my  bed  upward  to  the  skies !  Or  lower  it  underground ! 

And  my  hair  will  flame,  will  flower,  in  an  imagined  world 

More  real,  more  lovable,  less  strange  than  this. 
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THE  AFFLICTION  OF  WILLIAM  COW  PER 

Nature  revives  again,  but  a  soul  once  slain  lives 
no  more — William  Cowper 

The  fear  was  always  there.  It  lurked  in  early  love, 
It  hid  behind  my  mother's  hidden  eyes, 
Riverfalls,  mountains,  glaciers  of  the  soul 
Rose  upward  in  hysteria,  and  from  pole  to  pole 
I  saw  the  morning  fly.  I  saw  the  darkness  rise, 
And  Satan  descend  in  the  form  of  a  dove. 

A  soul  once  slain  lives  no  more 

But  there  were  nymphs  in  the  grotto,  goldfish  in  the  bowl, 

The  frivolous  Duchess  danced  in  the  cotillion, 

All  powder,  lace,  and  feathers,  but  I  saw 

The  rent  in  the  girdle,  the  beauty  turned  to  baldness 

And  madness  arrive  a  conqueror  on  a  great  stallion. 

Hares  in  the  garden,  pigeons  cooing  tenderness, 

But  dead  is  the  immortal  soul  that  courted  You, 

Dreadful,  implacable,  God,  Judge,  Lover,  Tormentor. 

We  are  the  marked  of  Heaven  who  dare  not  speak 

The  singled-for-damnation,  the  unique; — 

The  vain,  sad,  hours  descend,  from  skies  of  gentler  blue. 

Soft  skies  of  shifting  azure  drowned  in  delicate  light, 

I  saw  Your  blazing  Centre  thick  with  night, 

I  hear  my  doom  announced  in  a  quiet  voice, 

And  know  of  no  appeal.  There  is  no  hope,  no  choice. 

I  retire  to  the  small  house  in  a  village  street, 

Hear  from  the  harpsichord  a  tinkling  sharp,  clear,  sweet. 
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Or  a  woman's  voice  in  tender  pathos  singing, 

A  rabbit's  furtive  run  outdoors,  a  silken  garment's  flounce, 

Or,  best  of  all,  see  grass  in  freshness  springing 

Out  of  the  kindly  earth,  the  warm  maternal  breast, 

(Our  perilous  Mother  at  her  loveliest) 

And  hear  the  Father's  voice  demand,  command,  denounce. 

Secure,  innocent,  peaceful,  but  the  thistle  sorrow 

Will  rise  some  unexpected  day  in  some  idyllic  hour; 

It  will  speak  through  a  bird,  it  will  breathe  through  a  flower, 

The  feared,  enchanting  face  may  come  in  sleep 

And  draw  me  through  blue  forests  twisted,  tangled,  deep 

Into  some  vast  obsession  called  "Tomorrow." 

And  Ann  may  sing,  and  Mary  play,  and  the  fire  burn 

And  frost  and  wind  outside  make  shelter  sweet — 

But  a  gulf  opens  and  I  try  to  name  the  sin 

That  drew  me  slowly  to  the  steep  ravine, 

That  flung  me  into  the  abyss.  I  strive  to  name  the  turn, 

The  subtle  flaw,  that  made  destruction  fleet. 

Solitary,  cut  off  from  hope,  the  stricken  deer 

Pierced  by  the  wrath  of  God.  It  faints  in  solitude, 

Sees  lustre  of  the  Heavens  washed  and  clear, 

Made  sacred  by  young  light,  made  human  by  a  tear, 

The  human  tear  that  reaches  Heaven's  Lord 

And  is  as  poignant  as  a  prayer,  as  wounding  as  a  sword. 

In  that  vast  gulf  between  my  God  and  me 
No  prayer  can  fly,  no  sword  can  pierce  the  heart 
That  is  cast  out  by  Him,  and  sinks  alone  apart, 
Some  invisible  guard  pushes  the  poison  from  our  hand, 
The  knife  pressed  to  the  heart  breaks — 
A  warning  bell  its  iron  music  shakes. 
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The  rope  falls  from  the  gibbet,  and  condemned  to  breath, 

An  agony  of  steep  eternity; — 

Forever  in  the  interior  dark,  I  sit  and  write, 

While  the  black  Presence  shades  the  simple  land, 

Tranquil  I  sit.  I  write  the  beautiful  clear  prose 

From  which  my  sorrow  rises  like  a  rose, 

Floats  through  the  garden  and  the  lonely  heath 

Till  all  my  agony  is  purged  of  endless  night, 

Into  that  downfalling  stream,  a  drowning  laurel  wreath. 
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FROM  "THE  MADNESS  OF  JEAN  JACQUES 
ROUSSEAU" 

Ageing,  forsaken,  passionate,  and  unloved, 
Neighbors  stone  me.  Silence  blackens  my  door, 
Knives  always  at  my  breast,  but  at  my  century's  throat, 
I,  too,  can  press  a  knife,  inflict  the  healing  wound, 
I  see  the  classic  statues  dripping  blood. 

As  I  appear,  the  harassed,  murdered  man 

Father  of  the  castaways,  lover  of  the  damned, 

The  conqueror  of  the  Alpine  solitudes, 

The  walker  on  the  abyss,  the  swan's  interpreter, 

When  her  dissolving  image  stains  the  world. 

The  east  trumpet  signals.  On  the  lake 

The  brillant  glaciers  melt!  The  orphaned  children  beckon, 

All  whom  the  earth  disowns  and  God  forgets, 

(And  in  the  gilded  salons  tears  are  falling). 

I  appear.  I  speak.  I  hold  a  book  in  my  hand. 
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THE  RECALL  OF  EURYDICE 

Because  the  light  still  flowered  in  the  heart 
Where  love  and  summer  brimmed  continually — 
The  blue  forest  was  hard  to  enter  or  depart 
As  the  green  mornings,  and  the  living  sea, 
The  embracing  grass  in  which  the  cold  snake  slept. 

But  a  firm  black  hand  drew  her  gently  down 

Into  that  forest.  Dim  with  the  unpolished  jewel 

Of  many  a  discarded  life,  each  soul  a  forsaken  town, 

And  in  the  obsequious  dark  her  gentle  eyes  grew  cruel, 

And  her  forgotten  hair  fell  shuddering  down  to  her  knees. 

First  like  a  maniac  violin  sounding  among  the  tombs 
Some  lost  voice  descended.  Thrilled  the  dream-deep 

cypresses, 
Swept  through  the  trees,  burst  through  the  moving  rooms, 
Wild  with  the  ancient  sweetness  of  caresses, 
Remembered  in  the  bitter  strength  of  age. 

Music  that  crept  forbidden  through  the  faint 
Cerulean  cypresses,  the  entangled  drowning  grass, 
Raised  in  lament,  in  loss,  in  passion  and  complaint 
Cleansing  the  mind,  clearing  the  spirit's  morass, 
The  remembered  pain  brought  joy  to  the  new  dead. 

The  tie  stronger  than  death,  more  exquisite  than  youth, 
Than  genius,  beauty,  grace,  angelic  sweetness, 
Love  has  arrived  himself  divine  among  the  uncouth; 
The  groping  dead  whose  limbs  have  lost  blood's  fleetness 
They  behold  One  who  conquers  death  with  song. 
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To  her  the  messenger  came  wing-sandaled,  fire-aureoled 

And  dark  buildings  giddy  with  the  sun 

Opened  their  ancient  windows,  bell  after  bell  tolled, 

The  long-locked  river  now  began  to  run, 

Only  for  her  the  new-lost,  the  recalled. 

Her  grey  draperies  shuddering  in  the  wind 

Lifted  like  ghostly  wings.  The  compelling  song,  the  wailing 

trees 
Shook  with  supernal  love  for  humankind. 
"Farewell!  Farewell!"  she  cried  to  shadows  at  her  knees 
Who  wept  remembering  Time. 

The  music  running  through  her  awakened  head 
Recalled  the  bridal  couch,  the  falling  lakes,  the  streams, 
The  wistful  daydreams  of  the  maiden  wed — 
Or  her  love's  form  seen  but  through  drowning  gleams, 
Through  skyborn  fragrance  of  the  living  flowers. 

These  she  remembered  when  that  backward  look 
Put  out  her  eyes  of  vision  and  she  fell 
Into  the  firm  black  hands.  Her  fleshless  body  shook 
In  grief,  and  loss,  and  she  returned  to  Hell, 
Drank  deep  of  Lethe  and  was  still  again, 

A  nameless  shade,  among  the  nameless  shades. 
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THE  CASTAWAYS 

No  matter  where  they  lived  the  same  dream  came 

Of  the  invisible  landlady  whose  voice 

Quickened  the  air  with  a  dark  flame 

The  words  they  have  always  known,  will  always  know 

"You  are  unwanted!  go!" 

And  when  they  built  a  mansion  and  furnished  it  with  art, 

With  love,  with  music,  with  the  native  flowers 

It  always  happened,  it  was  always  the  same, 

The  salon  narrowed  to  a  tomb, 

Sometimes  a  servant's  voice,  or  a  voice  from  the  chandelier, 

"You  have  no  business  here." 

And  when  they  left  for  the  remote  island  and  became  the 

idol 
Of  the  indigenous  tribe, 

And  were  caressed,  admired,  and  sheltered — then 
Whose  was  the  voice  of  blame  ? 
That  came  when  they  assumed  the  garlands,  the  voice  they 

knew 
Saying  "this  is  not  for  you,  this  is  all  untrue." 


And  in  the  parks  on  Sundays  with  nursemaids,  lovers, 

flowers, 
And  the  bands  playing  and  the  fountains  rising 
In  silver  liquid  hours, 
Whose  was  the  enemy  ?  who  was  to  blame  ? 
If  suddenly  the  observant  shadows  start 
And  cry  "depart!  depart!" 
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Now  they  have  chosen  exile,  they  have  found  a  secluded 

house 
In  the  smallest  city,  in  the  stillest  shelter, 
And  they  speak  only  to  the  wounded,  the  hunted,  the  lame, 
The  long  evenings,  the  longer  mornings,  the  longest  noons, 
And  they  wait  for  the  bell  to  ring,  for  the  landlady  to  appear. 
And  are  they  wanted  here  ? 
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THOU  KNOWEST  NOT  INTO  WHAT  DREAMS 
THOU  WANDEREST 

High  have  I  wandered  far 
Beyond  the  imagined  peak, 
Ah,  foolish  traveller, 
Pursuing  such  a  star! 

I  reached  the  black-veined  hill — 
And  looking  deep  below, 
Saw  savage  waters  spill 
Foam-wreaths  of  snow. 

Foam-wreaths  that  fade  and  gleam, 
I  felt  my  spirit  drift 
Under  some  ancient  stream 
Dream-deep  river-swift. 

Into  what  steeps  I  fall, 
Through  what  prenatal  clime 
Where  outcast  angels  call 
The  end  of  time. 

How  have  I  stumbled  on, 
This  close,  this  deep  distress, 
This  war,  this  marathon, 
This  last  duress. 

How  innocently  begun! 
How  childlike,  ignorant, 
Hoping  to  reach  the  sun, 
Walk  where  the  stars  went. 
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Looked  deep  into  an  abyss 
Of  vision  and  despair, 
Saw  through  a  wilderness 
The  blessed  at  their  prayer. 

Surprised  they  rise,  enfold 
A  dream-strong  ambuscade 
Of  blue  and  emerald, 
My  soul  waylayed. 

Nor  know  now  if  accursed, 
I  am,  if  damned,  if  blessed, 
But  burn  with  endless  thirst. 

"Thou  kjiowest  not  into  what  dreams  thou  wanderest. 


[66] 


THE  GOLDEN  MIRROR 

And  you  are  startled  when  your  reflected  face 
In  the  full  midstream  of  your  sight  becomes 
A  mirror  streaming  back  your  secret  light, 
All  private  meaning  brought  to  public  day, 
Your  thoughts  reflected  in  your  eyes  and  brow, 
Your  fate  runs  in  your  blood. 

The  destined  bloodstream  purer,  clearer,  grown 
And  outward  landscapes  glow  with  inner  gleams; — 
Now  difficult  roads  grow  smooth,  familiar, 
The  invisible  presence  stalking  all  your  ways 
Becomes  a  living  voice,  an  attractive  face, 
And  the  swift  seasons  all  unnoticed  run 
While  you  count  out  your  days. 

As  in  your  bewildered,  hard,  and  wistful  Spring 
The  incredible  hope  was  still  to  dream  of  Summer, 
Or  long  for  steel-fine  cities  gold  with  light — 
Or  brilliant  windows  glittering  for  your  sake, 
Or  far  green  meadows  known  in  revery. 

The  meadows  are  your  own,  sometimes  the  windows  shone 

In  that  high  city  no  man  owns  forever; — 

You  stand  in  ripening  fields,  your  task  half-done, 

The  task  half  done,  that  is  undone  forever 

And  know  yourself  a  stranger  in  that  meadow 

Which  now  seems  almost  yours. 

Begin  to  heed  your  pulsebeats,  count  the  hours, 
Or  recognize  your  own  face  in  the  mirror, 
The  private  meaning  in  the  familiar  glass. 
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Live  deeply  to  your  end  while  life  pours  in  like  sun, 
As  Rilke  pricking  his  hand  upon  a  rose 
Signed  joyously  with  his  infected  blood, 
The  painful,  personal  death. 
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THE  IMPERFECT 

These  keys  that  draw  their  silent  music  out 
As  if  in  pain.  O  quiet  harmonies ! 
Heard  in  the  fine-drawn  torments  of  the  brain, 
Not  in  the  sky,  nor  in  the  wind-struck  trees 
These  thoughts  half -cleansed  of  their  impurities 
Still  bear  Apollo's  seal,  and  the  star's  rout, 
Leaves  whisper  meanings  to  the  initiate; — 
And  though  not  fully  beautiful  or  great, 
The  unfinished  glories  speak  to  the  devout. 

Graceful,  formal,  slow,  they  call  the  dance, 

The  seeking  spirit  moves  the  creative  spring 

Of  true  delight.  What  hidden  voices  murmuring 

Recall  some  stately  saraband  or  pavanne 

Of  Italy  or  France?  Some  ballet  danced  to  Lully's  strains? 

When  queens  and  princes  moved  to  starry  measure, 

In  dignity  profounder  than  all  pleasure 

Pensive  and  gliding  as  the  moving  swan. 

Or  like  Chopin  whose  sickroom  insight  lent 

A  nervous  sweetness  to  a  vulgar  age, 

Delicate,  refined,  the  dying  fingers  spent 

In  fervid  and  bright  jewel-edged  melodies, 

He  sat  in  the  exciting  rooms  as  on  a  stage 

And  watched  the  thrilling  warm-eyed  dancers  fly 

Through  his  deep  trance  through  each  half-shut  eye, 

Saw  also  how  his  spirit's  brilliant  force 

Moved  with  the  dancers  in  that  living  frieze, 

The  hectic-flushed,  the  countless-countesses 

Who  forgot  ennui  under  candelight. 
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THE  HAUNTED  HOUSE 

The  walls  stripped  of  their  pride  remain  the  same, 
Remain  the  same,  though  the  great  master's  gift 
No  longer  shines  reflects  his  glittering  gift — 
We  change,  we  close  the  door  and  heart,  we  shift 
Old  acquisitions,  older  memories, 
The  treasures  of  the  heretic  moon  and  seas. 

And  now  reflected  on  the  luminous  floor 

The  lamps  send  forth  their  golden  melody — 

The  faded  brocades  of  the  sofas  pour 

The  pressed-flower  gentleness  of  mystery, 

The  longing  that  grows  stronger  and  grows  more. 

Poor  child  who  fades  too  by  the  ageing  door — 

The  chair  from  its  fine  curve  of  frailty 

In  wistful  revery  caresses  thee, 

And  the  white  ceilings  of  the  evenings  shake, 

Traditional  mildness  against  heartbreak — 

Tomorrow  and  tomorrow  wake  and  see 

Your  life  speak  in  the  forgotten  tapestry. 

These  figures  are  your  life,  and  these  your  soul 
Out  of  which  fruit  and  flowers  roll  and  roll 
Through  which  the  leaves  of  time  forever  fall 
Poor  child  who  never  feel  their  power  at  all — 
So  occult  and  subdued  their  spell, 
So  intricate  the  story  they  would  tell — 
The  crystal  chandeliers  shed  frozen  tears 
Of  diamond  light.  The  icy  sockets  burn. 
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Like  newblown  lilies  in  a  Roman  urn 
Flushed  with  unborn  sorrow, 
The  hour,  the  Presence,  and  the  years, 
Tomorrow  and  tomorrow  and  tomorrow. 
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"THE  FETE 

Musicians,  dancers,  gather  for  the  fete 

On  terraced  lawns  where  marble  cherubs  wing 

The  unflying  shafts. 

And  painted  ladies  linger  late, 

Their  pastel  satins  faintly  glimmering, 

Light  flowers  on  flowerlike  breast 

Clipped  from  the  garden's  loveliest. 

Moving  like  music  to  the  flute's  sound, 

Masked  girl  and  light  beribboned  courtier 

Beneath  the  moon, 

Upon  the  moon-blanched  ground 

Too  trivial  to  be  beautiful, 

Yet  the  heart  brims  full. 

For  an  age's  perfume  strained,  distilled,  and  pure 

Till  harsher  airs  disturb  the  century; — 

Thunder  and  long-pent  rain 

Strike  the  enchanted  world  grown  insecure, 

Nor  does  the  dancing  cease,  nor  do  the  dancers  flee, 

Still  in  a  trance  they  move, 

Without  life,  desire,  or  love. 

Dancers  and  music  fade  in  thinnest  air 

Returning  to  the  dying  flowers  their  scent, 

Their  cut-flower  elegance. 

And  what  is  left  is  neither  sweet  or  rare, 

Trivial  or  innocent, 

The  lightning  shafts,  the  storm's  rage 

Scatters  the  sibyl's  page. 
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"<AND  THE  WORD  SHALL  BE 
WRITTEN  IN  FIRE' 

My  pen  is  in  Your  hand, 
Sharpen  it  for  a  while, 
Point  it  with  Your  command 
And  teach  it  truth  and  style. 

Fire-centred,  clean,  unique 
"Lyghte  as  midsummer  aire" 
The  language  that  I  speak, 
The  lucid  dream  is  there. 

These  songs  like  lives  blanched  white 
In  a  consuming  fire; 
Earth's  music  heard  at  night 
From  an  angel  choir. 

Such  love  would  kindle  and  flow 
Would  flame  and  skyward  run, 
Such  orchards  ripen  and  grow 
Beneath  a  healing  sun! 

Happiest  of  their  kind, 
The  clear,  sharp  songs  I  make 
For  the  insatiate  mind, 
The  barren  womb's  sake. 
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